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Bise, heart! thy Lord is risen-- Sing his praise
Without delays

IFho takes theo by the hand, that thou likewise
"With Him rnay'st rise

'lhat, as His death calcined thee to dust,
Eis We may make thee jfold, and much more just.

Awake, my lute, and struggle for thy part
With all thy art!

The cross taught all wood to resound His namo
Who bore the same;

His stretched sine s taught all strings what key
Is best to celebrate this most high day.

Consort both harp and lute, and twist a song
Pleasant and long!

Or since all music 5s but three parts vied
And multiplied,

Oh, let thy blessed spirit bear a part.
And make up our defcetSTt ith his su eet art.

I got me flowers to strew thy way,
I got me boughs off many a tree;

-- But thou wast up by break of day.
And broufcbt'st thy si eett, along with thee.

The sun arising in the east.
Though he give light and th' east perfume,

If they should offer to contest
With thy arising, they presume.

Can there be any day but this,
Though many suns to shine endeavor?

We count three hundred, but we miss
There is but one, and that one ever.

George Herbert.

RESURRECTION OF CHRIST.

IFT your glad voices
in triumph on high,

For Jesus hath risen,
and man cannot
die;

Vain were the ter-
rors that gathered
around him,

And short thedomin-lo- n

of death and
the grave;

H burst from the
, fetters of darkness

that boiind him,
Resplendent in glory

to h e and to sa a.
Loud was the chorus

- r j- oLangels on high
"The Saviour hath

risen, and man cannot die."

Glory to God, in full anthems of joy!
The being he gae us death cannot destroy!

Bad were the life we must part with
If tears were our birthright, and death w ere our

end;

ml

But Jesus haf h ciieered the dark r.llfy of sorrow,
Aad bade us, immortal, lo heaven ascend.

Lift, then, your voices in tiiuinph on high.
For Jesus hath risen, and man shall not die.

Ilev Henry Ware.

ESPERANCE.

1T EASTER STOUV OF OTHER DAYS BY F.
A. JIITCHEL.

Copyright, 1S, by American Press Association.

irii 3'eurs ago,
the Battery in
New York on
summer evenings
was frequented
by tho wealthier
peoplo of that
eity, many of
whom lived on
the streets front-
ingf 1 it and about
the Bowling
Green. One

spring evening it was in March, 1S4;$

when the twilight was fading into night,
an old lady. who"e appearance betokened
lhat she belonged to the clats referred to,
stood upon the very edge of the green
Bward, shading her eyes with her hand
ns though the sun were shining, and peer-
ing down the bay. Her hair was white,
her eyes were very black, and in them
an uneasy glitter.

Close beside her on one of tho benches
lounged a sailor, a handsome youngster
with a frank, engaging countenance.

"What are you looking for, ma'am?'' he
asked, "My eyes are pretty good: per-
haps I can help you."' lie took a short
pipe out of his mouth before speaking.

'I'm looking for my son. He was to
have been in long before this. She ought
to be out there now."

"What vessel?"
"The Esperance."
The sailor looked at hor scratinizingly

for a moment. He seemed to under-
stand tho situation readily. He well
knew that the Esperance had sailed from
New York ten years before for China,
and after leaving port on her return had
not been heard from.

"I don't think she'll get in
the young man replied, in a kindly tone.
''You see the tide isn't right. The

has considerable draught and
would need plenty of water."

She was not discouraged, but contin-
ued to peer down the bay with her hand
over her eyes.

"Better not expect him the
sailor went on, knocking the ashes from
his pipe. "The wind s chilly; you'd bet-

ter go in."
At that moment a young girl came

walking over the grass towards the old
lady. She wore a co-tu- cut after the
fashion of the time, and carried on her
arm a worsted shav. i. Tho young sailor
rose at her approach, and stood whila

she stopped up behind the watcher and
threw the hhawl over her shoufders.
Then, taking her by tho arm, the girl led
her away to one of the brick residences
with a door having Ionic pillars and side
lights and semi-circul- lights above,
which hare since passed into tho hands
of the shop keeper and the beer vender.

The sailor sighed as he saw the door
close behind them. Thero was that in
the poor woman expecting tho return of
he.r hou, who:e bones might be whiten-
ing on some desert beach or lying at the
ball m boi&ra, which touched him,

Then the girl, with her slender figure
and exquisitely shaped head, regarding
her charge so tenderly and leading her
with such gentle force, drew him irre-
sistibly.

Ben Maryweather was the son of a
New York China merchant. He was
spending a term before the mast to fit
him to command one of his father's ves-

sels. He had only arrived with his ship
the day before, and was not to sail again
for several weeks.
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"I'M LOOKING TOR MY SON."

The next evening he went again to
loiter on the Battery, but this time it
was with a purpose to catch another
view of the old lady and the lovely girl.
It was not long before the former came
out and stood shading her eyes with her
hand, looking for the lost Esperance.
The young man spoke to her in a kindly
way.

"She's not in yet, you see; the prevail-
ing winds at this season of the year are
westerly, and that would keep her back,
you know."

But the old lady either did not hear or
her mind was too clouded to understand.

"Then, after a vessel has been out a
long while barnacles and sea grass or
such matter accumulate on the bottom,
and that keeps her back, too."

"Do you think she will be in by Easter
Sunday?" asked the lady.

"Oh, yes, by Easter Sunday. Let's
see. This is the last Saturday in March.
Easter comes this year on the second
Sunday in April. She'll surely be in by
that time. That is, unless the winds are
too much in the west or she gets be-

calmed."
"I want Tom with me this Easter. I

may not see another," the old lady said
sadly. "He promised to come before
Easter."

"Oh, there's no doubt about it for
Easter. There's lots of time for that."

Just then there came to Ben Mary-weath- er

an impression that eyes were
upon him. He turned, and directly be-

hind him stood the young girl with tho
worsted shawl on her arm. It teemed
from her expression that for some rea-
son, unknown to him, her heart was go-

ing out to him through her eyes. He
took off his cap deferentially and stood
without speaking. He had not scrupled
to address the elder person, but refrained
from taking the same liberty with the
younger, .but tne girl spoire to nun, ana
kindly, too, and leading him aside ex-

plained to him that tho old lady was her
mother, and that her brother, Tom Van
Arden, had sailed so long ago that she
heroelf didn't remember him, as she was
then a little girl. When hope of tho Es-

perance had been abandoned, Mrs. Yan
Arden's mind had given way, and every
day for ten years, summer and winter,
she was used to going out to the edge
of the Battery to look for ono who,
doubtless, would never come. Ben also
learned that before Tom Van Aiden had
sailed on his return trip he had written
his mother that his ship would be due in
New York about the 1st of April, and he
hoped to dine at home on Easter Sunday.

Caroline had heard Ben's excuses to
her mother for the non-arriv- of the Es-

perance, and they had gone straight to
her heart. There were frequent meet-
ings afterwards on the Battery, and
many an hour was passed happily by tho
two young people while Caroline was at-

tending her mother. Being of a hopeful
disposition, Ben stoutly averred thafcthey
iould hear from the son and brother in
time; that he had been wrecked in an
out of the way place and sold into slave-
ry, or in borne other way detained. Then
he kept up a series of yarns to the moth-
er about the different ways vessels might
bo delayed, which if they were consider-
ed punishable lies would sink his soul
into perdition.

As Easter approached Mrs. Van Arden
grow more restless and difficult to con-

trol. Caroline told Ben that this had al-

ways been tho case since Tom had failed
to return as he had promised, but this
yeat her mother seemed more excited
than ever before.

Ac last Easter Sunday came. They'll
be out on the Battery in the morning to-

day, thought Ben, and I'll just go out
myself and help Miss Caroline console
her mother, for she'll probably be pretty
bad. It's lucky I'm good at yarns.

And out he went very early, and seat-
ing himself on a bench, waited.

It was a beautiful April morning. Tho
waters in New York bay were then much
purer than they are now, when the refuse
of several great cities are poured into
them, and on this Easter morning were
very beautiful. The sky, too, was se-

rene, and the islands routed peacefully on
the smooth bosom of the bay. There was
Bedloe's Island to tho right and Gover-
nor's Island to the left, with round old
Castle William looming up, and further
down Staten Island.

True enough, Mrs. Van Arden soon
came ort, followed by her daughter, who
was endeavoring to quiet her, for she
was moaning and talking wildly. Ben
met them and led them to a bench, and,
seating himself between them, began to
help Caroline to quiet her mother. He
chattered like a magpie: "Now there
comes a ship," he said, "right up the
Narrows, sailing as gayly as a chambered j

Nautilus. How do we know but that's '

the Esperance? At any rate. Tom's
aboard of her: I know it. You see, t

Mrs. Van Arden, I once froze my left (

ear on a cold night while I was reefing
aloft, and ever since then, when I'm j

going to meet any one in particular, it i

burns like a coal."
Thus Ben rattled on while the ship J

was slowly coming up the harbor. After i

a while she came in between Governor's
and Bedloe's islands, and cast anchor off
the Battery. At last, noticing that a
boat was coming ashore and about to
land at the foot of Battery place, tho
street on which the Van Ardens lived, the
party got up front the bench and strolled
to the landing place to meet it. Thev
reached there before the boat. antLwhen I
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it came In were scanning those who were
in it the mother looking for her son,
the other two watching fearfully for the
result on the old lady of Ben's desperate
experiment.

Suddenly a man sprang from the bow
and flew to the old lady. She opened
wide her arms, and in a moment they
were clasped about him, while a cry of
joy rang out on the quiet Sabbath air.
The others looked on in amazement.

Ben 3Iaryweather had unwittingly
hit upon one of those singular coinci-
dences which, when they occur, are the
wonder of those who know of them. It
was Tom Van Arden who had come in
on the ship they had been looking at,
and was now clasped in his mother's
arms. His sister, of course, did not
know him.

The explanation was not long in com-
ing. Young Van Arden had been cast
ashore on one of the South Sea islands
and had been sold into slavery Sy the
natives as Ben had hazarded. A few
months before his return honi he, with
several others who had been captured

itieeh was a 'cry trom both.
with him, besides two sailors wrecked
on another vessel, finding themselves on
tho coast, after being kept a long time in
tho interior, seized a boat and put to
sea. After being beaten about by wind
and wave for a week with nothing to eat
or drink for two days they were picked
up by a British ship and taken to Eng-
land. There they all shipped to Amer-
ica on the vessel the party had seen com-
ing up the bay.

"Ben," said Tom Van Arden one day
not many weeks after the strange meet-
ing they had- - become close friends
"you will sail soon, and before you go I
want to give you something that you
may carry with you through life have
always by you, in remembrance of those
kindly disinterested lies you told my
mother."

"Something that I'd never like to part
with?"

"Yes."
"Something I would always prize and

would be a comfort to look at?"
"Yes, all that."
"There's only one thing that I can

think Qf," said Ben. "If you can't give
me that I doil't want

"Well, what is it?"
"Your sister."
A smile broke over Tom's face. He

had observed what all the world had ob-

served that Ben and Caroline were lov-

ers.
"There's my hand on it if you can get

her." '
The ship sailed without Ben Mary-weathe- r.

About that time he was pre-
paring for his wedding. His marriage
spoiled a good sailor, but made a splen-
did merchant.

A marked change came over Mrs. Van
Arden after her son's return, and, al-

though theie was always a scar left on
her mind which no time could wear
away, she so far recovered as to be a com-
fort to her childien, as they were a com-
fort to her.

2fo Cash for Him.

IB1

A Iphonse (from tho milliner's) I offer
you ze bill of madamo and her daugh-
ters.

Mr. Highchurch I can offer you noth-
ing but a lot of Easter eggs and cards re-
ceived by my family. When the glad
Eastertide lets up and the deluge of bills
for new clothes is stopped I can offer
cash; but not now, not now.

EASTER DAY IN RUSSIA.

IT IS CONSIDERED THE GREATEST

HOLIDAY OF THE YEAR.

Tho Russian Peasants Are Generally In-

clined to Tiety Curious vTny of Cele-

brating Kastcr The lshty Million Peas-nut- s

of tho Land of the Czars.

Easter is held by Russians as the great-
est holiday of the year. While the cele-

bration of Christmas is shockingly mixed
up with customs of decidedly pagan ori-

gin. Easter is clpsely interwoven with
purely religious sentiments, very few
heathenish superstitions obtaining at this
time.

BRDCGDCC? THE "IKOW IVTO A PEASANTS
HuCaE.

Apart from the fact that th" great bulk
of Russians are sincerely pious, the pre
liminary oxercies enjoined by the Greek l
chnnih as a nrtuvussfirtn !"

holiday are such as to predispose even
the most unfeeling individuals to the
sense of something exceptional lingering
in the air.

Preparations for Easter begin as early
as the Carnival, a week during which
devout people already abstain from
meat, though they eat everything else
and freely enjoy the frolics pertaining to
the time. With the first day,of Lent
about ninety millions of Russians eighty
millions comprising the jpeasant class
alone give up. eating meat, eggs and
milk, and henceforth subsist entirely on
a vegetable diet, the poorest relying
chiefly on pickled cabbage, cucumbers,
buckwheat gruel, dried peas, black bread
and "kvass," a slightly fermented home
made drink, though not intoxicating in
the least. A great many well to do peo-

ple likewise abstain from fish, which, ac-

cording to the severe rules of the Greek
church, can be eaten in Lent only on
Annunciation day and on' St. Lazarus
Saturday, preceding Palm Sunday.

It can well be conceived that the hu-

man .system gets very much run down
by such a diet when kept up for seven
consecutive weeks, and that in conse-
quence of it nerves begin to play sad
havoc with delicate constitutions. Then,
as if this were not sufficient, 'comes the
week of church devotions obligatory on
every member of the Greek church pre-
vious to the receiving of the Holy Sacra-
ment. These devotions imply going to
church at least twice a day and once in
the night, the services lasting about two
hours on an average. Though most men
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LEAVIKO CHURCH EASTER MORN.

of the educated classes of Russia are
avowed agnostics, and. as such, do not
even pretend to submit to any religious
observances, still such of them as hold
government positions are enjoined by the
law to go to communion once a year. As
to elderly persons the chief ambition of
their declining years is to undertake some
lengthy pilgrimage in order to pass Easter
in Jerusalem or Kief or at some other
holy shrine.

As Easter draws near an indescribable
feeling of solemnity, mixed with festiv-
ity, pervades the people. On Thursday
great round Easter cakes are baked, and
pyramidal shaped Paschal cheeses are
made, with crosses modeled on each of
the four sloping sides; salt is burned to
a pepper color in the oven, to be eaten
with those things, and red eggs are being
provided. Children, meantime, vie with
each other as to who has the largest
number of colored silk cuttings and tho
largest pile of multi-colore- d si'i lint
scrapings, to which shape other K't cut-
tings and ribbons had been reduced by
untiring little hands. All those treas-
ures are collected for whole weeks to-

gether in anticipation of the happy timo
when eggs have to be colored for Easter.
No Russian child is--' happy unless it has
at least a couple of dozen eggs all his
own for Easter. These eggs are wrapped
in many colored silk' pieces or in silk
lint, several layers of white cloth wound
round ihem, and they are put to boil in
lye. "When taken out and unwrapped
those eggs appear in mo3t delicate and
queer combinations of all the hues of tho
rainbow; while uniformly colored red,
yellow and purple Qggs get white crosses
and appropriate mottoes scratched out
on them. Thus eggs are prepared for
rolling or exchanging with friends and
acquaintances at Easter, itbeing the cus-

tom for any two people meeting for the
first time on Easter week to exchange
kisses and eggs, of which custom, how-
ever, I will speak further on.

Nono but the smallest children ever

think of going to bed on the evening of
Holy Saturday; even such as attempt it
find sleep to be unattainable on account
of the general bustle and noises prevail-
ing in houses and in the streets. At 10
p. m. churches begin to fill with people
of all classes, eager to assist at matins;
no seats being provided, all stand shoul-
der to shoulder in a dense crowd, the air
overladen with incense and rendered al-

most suffocating pb toward midnight
each one of the worshipers lights a taper
and holds it while the clergy go around
the church on the outside in a procession
and then return within the church, sing-
ing tho glad tidings: "Christ has risen."

These words are ou the spot taken up
by the congregation, faces brighten,
friends and acquaintances push their
way through the crowd greeting each
other with the obligatory Ea-t- er kiss and
the words: "Christ has rienr' to which
the other party responds: "Indeed, he
has risen!" After this, conversations set.
in and the congregation resolves itself
into something like a large reception,
while worshipers press forward to the
place before the altar where the priest
or bishop stands, holding out the crucifix
to kiss to each person approaching him.
People of the lower clashes of whatever
sex exchange here Easter kis&es with the
priest; the monks and bihops (w1k are
always appointed from monks s, however,
kiss the men only, but noni of the wo-

men, while the porish pruatts kiss all who
offer to go through the ordeal.

Most people stay on in church through
early mass, which often lasts until 3 or 4

in the morning, since the pnest has to
bless all the Easter caks ("Kooietche")
and the.Paschal cheeses that are brought i

for that very purpose to church by their
owners themselves, or by servants of
richer After ooosecratkKi
cakes and cheeses 3re speedily carried
home ami set up tm a large table, over-
laden with all kinds of tempting edibles.
As soon as the members of the family
have returned from the midnight caerch
services, they all sit down to "break
fast," parakiog first of the Paschal cake
and cheese, and then proceeding to drink
tea and eatofsweh meats as had not been
ta&ted for the sven weeks of Loot. Poor j

ami rich alike keepptiia observance ac- - j

cordine to their iceans. and it i usel!r

broad daylight of Easter SundayvvEen
people repair to their beds.

Members of the old nobility, as well
as all such as deem themselves to belong
to what 13 called society, in the largest
cities generally attend Easter matins at
some fashionable and exclusive private
church, to which people arenot admitted
otherwise than by tickets; such are, in
St. Petersburg for instance, the churches
of the School of Law, of the Department
of the Public Domains, the Cathedral of
the Mounted Guard, on the Liteynayo,
or the Church of the Palace of the Grand
Duke Nicholas uncle of the present
czar. All those churches are justly re-

nowned for their splendid choirs of
singers, and people go to matins there
attired almost as for a ball all the la-

dies in white dresses, with bare heads,
wearing in some cases dainty white lace
caps, or even white flowers: while offi-

cers come in full dress uniforms, with
all their decorations, and civilians sport
their dress suits and white ties. Here it
is the small minority only who listen to
tho service; the rest spend their time in
conversation, many remaining in the
outer halls, where they stroll talking and
showing off their toilets. Sometimes
the priest, exasperated by such a lack
of reverence for the place, addresses a
sharp reprimand.

The exchange of Easter greetings ac-

companied by kisses is an almost univer-
sal custom in Russia, from which even
the higher classes can be exempt only
when residing in the capital. In fami-
lies of noblemen all the servants come up
thus to greet their masters and their
families; grown up sons and daughters
of a landed proprietor have to illustrate
Christian humility by stopping to kiss
the poorest peasant on tTieir estate if he
offers to do so on meeting them for the
first time' on Easter week. In cities
Easter kisses are sometimes bestowed by
young ladies of society on any one for a
consideration, for money to help some
charitable concern. In Tula, for in-

stance a city of some G0,000 inhabitants,
where I spent part of my childhood the
threo handsome daughters of the local
governor used to give tho Easter kiss to
any ono who paid them twenty-fiv- e

rubles (some $12) for it, the money going
to an orphan asylum. There are other
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PEASANT WOMEN MAKING EASTER CALLS.

ways of remembering the poor at holi-

day times by making money of tho
society people. It is the custom, for
instance, for gentlemen to make
calls qn Easter Sunday and Monday,
and for ladies on Easter Tuesday,
and some unhappy individuals have
as many as fifty calls inscribed on their
lists. In order to relievo peoplo of such
a terrible ordeal, it is offered to them to
pay some $o into the treasury of some
charitable institution of the place, in re-

turn for which good deed tho names of
all givers are printed in lists and sent
broadcast about the city when not pub-
lished in the papers, all such people be-

ing thereby absolved from making any
holiday calls whatever.

No dancing parties or balls are given
during Lent and Easter week, and no
weddings are celebrated in the churches
during all that time, and the first Sunday
following Easter is held by all peoplo to
be the most fitting time for such wed-

dings as tako ptaco in tho spring; thus
the number of weddings performed on

that day throughout the empire is amaz-
ing.

It must be acknowledged that grown
up people of the educated classes gen-

erally have a rather dull time of it in
Easter week, but children and the lower
classes enjoy themsefves thoroughly. Tho
children assemble in houses, have a large
rug spread on the floor, with tho edges
turned up so as to prevent eggs from
rolling off and being broken on the floor;
such an egg as hits another wins it for its
owner, and so the fun goes on. In every
town and city a special place is reserved
for the spreading of tentB and the erec-
tion of swings for the populace. Popular
comedy is given under the shelter of the
tents, Punch and Judy excites unceasing
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A PILGRIM TO A HOLY SHXtXE.

admiration, and yonaj; people are ready
to spend entire days cracking nuu and
swinging on the large revolving swings.
The clergy meantime, followed by some
voluntary agefetanis who carry holy ban-
ners and images, go from hou&e to house.
crucifix in hand and Fpnnklmg holy j

water on the walls of the houses, aftor
which the priest ana his followers are
aked to partake of the collation spread
on the table. Th custom, by the way.
is kept up even in many well to do and
enlightened families. The large ranch
tabie spread on Easter night for breaking
fast on Eager rake and chet remains
set during the whole of Easter week, the
edibles lying wtppled by new ones as I

soon as they disappear, each caller feeing
invited to take a hmch before leering, j

MM. B. KacGaHax.

THE LARGEST EGG IK THE WOfB--

Sow would may of your readers, aafcs '

a writer for young folks ia St XieJtotaj j

Madame, lite t as as a watar-- ;
melon served tot breakfast on Ea?wc :

morning? You might have seen just
such an egg if you bad lived in Mada-
gascar hundreds of years ago, when the
Aepyornis lived.

EGO OF THE AEPYORNIS MAXPTCS.
From St. Nicaolas.

Why, you could have given an egg
breakfast to seventy persons, and, at the
rate of two of our domestic hens' eggs to
each person, would have had plenty. Just
think of taking tho contents of 140 of
our hens' eggs and putting them into
one egg shell!

The bird that laid this enormous egg
is known as the Aepyornis maximus, and
it was the largest bird ever known to
exist. It was a firtt cousin of tho ostrich,
although a much larger bird, towering
above the tallest giraffe.

From the circumstances under which
the first egg was found it was hoped the
bird might still bo living, but only the
incomplete skeleton of it and fragments
of other eggs were ever discovered.
Thero is but ono completo egg of this
giant bird to bo seen in tho civilized
world at present, and it is cracked in
several places. It is in the possession of
the French government, and is kept in
the Jardin des Plantes in Paris.

Easter Festivities at Chester.
There is hardly an ancient English city

which is not surrounded by tho memo-
ries of the quaint customs of bygone
times. Most of them selected sonio par-
ticular day to celebrate, Easter was
chosen by Chester and was enlivened by
sports everybody played football, there
being two games, one for the men and
one for the women and an imposing
procession. This latter was not discon-
tinued until 1T3G, having been kept up
for centuries. It had its origin in the de-

livery from the Welsh of Lord Dutton's
castle. Many minstrels and other roving
characters were gathered together and
marched toward the invaders' camp.
They made an imposing appearance, and
although they could not have fought for
halt an hour, frightened the Welsh away.
Lord Dutton, out of gratitude, declared

TRUMPETER AND HERALD IN CHESTER
PARADE.

that a parade should be given every
Easter for all time to come. Various
sports are still held in Chester on Eaater,
and a dinner is still tho reward of tho
winners as in ancient times.

roixi or it.
Lady (to tramp who promised to saw som

wood) Ijook here' Why aren't yon work-
ing? You said you were fond of work.

Tramp (arousing from his reverie) Fond
of it, mum! Why, bls yer, I lovta it so
much that I can't bear tor uee it all up nj
that tho next feller that comes alonp cn'l
get any ter do. I'm no bog, mum! Law-
rence Amorican.

Two Striking Illu.

Deacon Smooth By jove! that's a great
hit, tho' not bait forcible onougb. If th-- r

U anything m this world I admire, it ii
force.

wowl- - h w

II! Judg,

Hr TTrthrr Kje.
"Wbyd you eoconrag attenUeM from

both Tom aad Harry r
" Well, dear, ywi know I Hire Tm best, bat

ho is not vary well off, aad can't afford a

coup when w co oot together. I eaS bto
my fair weather fcoaa.n

"Than what do tow caU Harry?"
"Why! my rainbow." liaekat.

Tiylnz in IImr.
H bad been in tfa pw cSie lar tnmnl of

Us life aad tb ed wax at hasd.
"Are yoa rested" fctefly taqred th

minteter.
er." erfed th W man, Sereoly. "J

may die. but I will arr resiB."
Aad be mmM away as no bad MTe(L

Philadelphia Tis.
Lore in Chleaco.

Mr. PorkaajB Aam I a--Jt yoa, l&m Lsef-lar-

will voa b my wifcf
Mfc LaSard X. Kr. Porta!, I cacat

bj yoar tt? . bat I wul
3ar. PcrfcJac Stewr, rf eman.
life LeaSard Ho; a gnmimuitkfs: Yj

gr&adf&lbw- - prapMd teat aJgat. Bjoifc.

Ti"her a Ori-a- t Thoasbt V?a Horn,
To tiie 2dMor of lb Glob:
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TWO BLIGHTED LIVES.

A. Romance with Tirid Touch of Trf.j'edy from tho WlnUy City.
The young man's work was over fort

the day. He was on his way to tato the!
train for his parental home in tho sub- -j

urbs. As he passed the postofSce he
stopped and went in. Thero was a letter
waiting for him. It was addressed in a
neat feminine hand and his heart beat
wildly.

"I shall know my fate soon!" he said
to himself as he thrust the letter m hui
pocket and hurried along toward his
train.

Five minutes later he stepped aboard
the cars just as they were moving from
the station. With fTerish haste he
threw himself into a seat, tookthe letter
from his pocket and began to read. Itf
was as follows:

Drum ILifi&r Year letter o yesterday did set
surprise roe. Your eyes toki are t&g ago whit
vou hare just foacd courage to write. You de-
serve to be pucwhetl for better ho falst hearteL
but I have not tbn heart to bo craeL I wflt be
your wife, Harry. Ee happy. Year oiro

Qssnt
But this was not the way the yonng-ma-

deciphered it. With burning eyes
he read it thus:

Hash Yorra Yoa little asd prrsutoptuews Srid J
You fatigu f-- Your jiH vxaM be astoBfefclsg
if I dxl cot know you too writ ta be. secpn&d at
anything you did. IhaT?erQiatyariQV,
anil you may be aesnr-- d I hare Bevwfeeta stuct
on yoa I am aa&thtr maaV Game

With a yell of despair he pank to the
floor insensible. Kind hands raised him
up and restoratives were applied. Ho
opened his eyes and gxaed wildly around.
His reason had forever gone. Ha whs. a
hopeless maniac.

He had made the fatal intake of try-
ing to read that letwr by the light of a
suburban railway lamp. Chicago Tri-

bune.

lU-- Id Investigation.
Jack Staples frequently geta ratilctf.

A few days ago some one removed the
gato from its hinge down lit hi country
scat at Flushing.

"Seo here, John." he said, addressing
his coachman, ''I want you to tall me-th-

exact liour vou were in tho garden
List."

"At 6 o'clock, sir."
"Then you will have the kindnens to

inform me whothor tho gato was still in
its place when you closed it." Morning
Journal.

A rlflrtit Writable.
Tom Look here, Dick, enough joking

about this. I'm in arnest nowMuiil I,
demand, sir, that you pay mo that ten,
you borrowed.

Dick So you're getting on your dig-

nity, nro you? Wll, go ahead. You,
can't got blood out of a turnips you
know.

Tom I'm not trying to I'm trying- to
get monev" out of a bent Mumser'al
Weekly.

A ltoardlo; Usui S(n.
Nora (the cook I'm thinking1 ha

young: 'Slmpexton mu6t Iirto paid hl
back board.

Mary AnrWtho dish waahor) Suro
what makes you think so, Jora?

Nora He's sent back bin eteok-twi- ca

this morning, Mary Ann. LipptucoU'd,

He TVaa Uartl Tferkar.
Tramp Ploas, mum, giro motfcllttlo

Eomethinc to
Country Lndy Why don't youworlc

for a living?
Tramp I do, mum. I've beonworkin

dis ranch for all it wai worth for tha
past week. Kow York Herald.

A ProfeMlonal Kxpl&naUon.,

tiSj&r ft.

jBbMTn, flBBsk friSfil Wrr WFsk r Mo

9PmhF ' JMI Sr fti Tl

l22rag OfjMV

Smilcnr Ghttnn goodns! IidtfewyJ
where yr gem?

Fiddsey I'm doliverin orders. Jtt
got a job offico-boyi- n' dowa to Reek'4
animal store. Puck.

I'tirmly 11jiwUiUg1.
ilr. Rtelns Fuffty Sir, supposing 1

Bhould ask you foryaur daagbter'ithand,
would

Mr. Stocksoo Bond Whatl 1 ! I

Mr. Puffty (retiring) But, of otmnx
sir. I am only Bupjoiic, yoir kow
Puck.

Vfa It VforkT
Bella (in u pout) CHarloy oaBa writing;

letters to me work.
Besa Do- - ho writo very often?
Bollc Only threw time a wiidk, uad

just think, Ira wrfta only a miwly
thirty-Ar- e pas' ttraa. Ysakea
Bbdtf.

An Unhealthy rfefc.
Tommy I'm, I'm araid tfes &ti6h in

going to die.
Pa What roakns you tfcfok ao, Toav

my?
Tommy I natd bfaa in ary Sund awhifo

ao and b fet rst eeM-Ta- saa Bil-
ling. "

A rhtfMAjthlcaf JMtbr.
"There i a nioa (Mug afrntt kavin

two babioa m the honfte," mU gtopfenb
"What ia thatf"
"They ech try ao Inodfjyau caa'5

hear the other.'' Chatter.

V"orjd fts ITbasc.
"Doctor, I am very 8L Ami yat I oat

weii. I drink audi, J rffl wlL
'JfeTor Imr. my nenr inaniaa. Ve

wilt cere yaw of ail tku.mMep't Ba-

zar. -i
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